HITLER   AND   I

'Clear the vestibule!3 he ordered the policeman on
duty at the entrance. Impressed by the Iron Cross,
the policeman obeyed. A few minutes later the storm-
troopers marched in. Adolf waited for them with his
eyes closed and his hands in his pockets, where there
was a revolver. He felt the eyes of his young men upon
him, but he had not yet decided what to do if his
coup failed and the triumvirate refused to march
with him.

Like a maniac he burst into the hall, where three
thousand Bavarians, seated before their beer-mugs,
were listening to the unctuous oratory of von Kahr.
Adolf jumped on to a chair, fired his revolver at the
ceiling, and shouted, his hoarse voice half-quenched
with excitement:

The National Revolution has begun!5

Meanwhile the stormtroopers had followed him into
the hall, where the beer-drinkers, dumb with astonish-
ment, found themselves face to face with Hitler's
revolution.

What were the police doing during all this time?

Poehner, their chief, was hand-in-glove with Hitler,
and had promised him his entire support. He was
busy Cabinet-making for the new regime, while Dr.
Frick, his right-hand-man, saw to it that the forces of
law and order put no obstacle in Hitler's way.

The story of the Munich putsch has been told many
times, and we shall pass rapidly over the events that
followed*

Adolf ordered Kahr, Lossow and Seisser to follow
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